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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Orignally posted at the Inquiring Minds forum [there goes the anonymity of this piece] back in November 2005. 
Re-submitted here, now that Black Flag have their own spot. Cheers to Hank for giving it a final one-two. 


As it happens, it doesn't snow in southern California. 


It does, however, snow in Poughkeepsie, New York. The stuff gathers on the ground and builds up into white 
mounds that stretch as far as the eye can see in between tall, scraggly pine trees and bare branches that 
would, I'm sure, look fan-fucking-tastic in some calendar. Some picturesque little scene. Snow falling among the 
Cedars or some such thing. White. Endless. It's fucking powdery, you know. You kick into it and it crunches, 
almost folds into itself and you say to yourself: 


"Goddamn it! Practically shattered my fucking ankle!" 


"Then quit kicking at the snow and help push" That would be Greg Ginn, man about guitars and currently man 
about a beat-up van lodged in a bank of snow and slush. He glares from beneath his bangs and the fucker 


knows I've been helping every step of the way. "Dunno if you've noticed, but the fucking van is fucking stuck" 


| crunch my way over, snow rising above my ankles and away as | leave deep imprints. | can see the treads of 
my boots, perfectly stamped out on the snow, like the boot prints up at the Moon It's almost like walking on 
the Moon, walking on snow. It's more hopping than anything else. 


Greg opens his mouth wide and sucks in a breath as | line up next to him once more. His chest rises and falls— 
he's a tall, gangly guy, so his chest doesn't jut out very far-and he grits his teeth. | press my palms flat 
against the back window of the van and wonder about skin sticking to frosted surfaces. Are they gonna have 


to peel my hands off? It doesn't feel that cold It burns. 

Gloves. Gotta buy fucking gloves. Not that expensive, gloves. 

The van heaves and rattles. It lurches and throws its weight back at us. For every action-strain, push, shove- 
a reaction Greg wedges his back against the van's doors and pushes away with his feet. His face is so 
contorted with the effort that, for a moment, | think his nose and eyes will disappear with a pop into a mass 


of wrinkles, his teeth exposed like some dentist office nightmare. The van moves not one inch. Greg sags down, 


dropping onto the bumper. 

"And you're sure the motor is dead?" 

He directs the question at Joe, who's dropped down beside him, chin buried into the collar of his jacket. Joe 
nods. | can tell he's been wasting the last twenty minutes hoping and praying that, somehow, the next time he 
jams the keys into the ignition, "Come on, come on" will turn into a rumble and a cough of exhaust and slush 
gushing out at us as he forcibly pulls the van free. 

Ain't gonna fucking happen. 


"We should leave it," | say, rubbing my sore shoulders. "Walk down, see if we can find a gas station 


| don't mean a word of it. | don't know when and | sure as hell don't know how, but the van will be moved. Oh 


yes. Fucker. | kick at the bumper. 

Joe grunts. "That might work We could kick it" 

"All at once?" Greg sounds incredulous, but he's actually looking from Joe to me to Anthony whose hands are 
buried under his armpits to Cel who looks as if he's this close to suggesting we should torch the damn thing 
and call it a day. | cock my eyebrows. Fuck, I'll try anything. Greg understands it as such. He pushes up from 
the bumper and stands looking at the van. 


"So," he says. "We, what, come running at it?" 


"Maybe we should just try kicking it first," Joe says. "You know.." He mimes a Kung Fu kick. 


Greg shrugs and rubs his palms together. "OK. On my mark" He shakes his arms loose. 


We gather around him, feeling like a line of schoolyard bullies, aimed and ready to shoot forward and beat the 
crap out of this hulking piece of metal. Joe looks at me, once. He's going to feel pretty stupid if this doesn't 


work 
"Don't worry about it, man," | say. "Anything goes at this point. You just kick” 


He nods. Greg calls out, "Three, two, one, gol" and | see my knee rise and snow breaks off in pieces as | bring 
my boot down on the bumper. The van sinks down, then pushes upward. Greg curses. "Fuck that. Kick the 

doors." We comply. With a certain degree of gusto, | might add. Our boots thump and skid against metal, snow 
bursting into powder and drifting down as dirty slush. It splatters against my cheek and Joe is laughing as he 


brings his boot down on the door over and over. 


"IFs not fucking budging!" Anthony groans. He draws his knee in and kicks mercilessly at the metal, really 
getting into this Kung Fu thing. 


Greg is somewhat incoherent. His words are more gasps than anything, and every second gasp is fuck or shit 
or goddamn or fuckin’ and finally, "Fuck this! Run at it!" He stares at us, then flaps his hands forward. "You 
fucking heard me. Let's run at it!" 


| figure there's no arguing with him. His eyes aren't all there. There's more white than brown, if you know 
what | mean. | don't much care for the idea of a pointless shouting match over a fucking van. | certainly don't 
care much for the idea of how fucking frozen we'll be after the pointless shouting match becomes a pointless 


fist fight all over the snow. The snow that fucking melts. 
"You got it," | say. 
"Then let's- Fuck- Just- Go!" 


We rush forward in a mass of confusion and snow and pounding powder and the van jostling close, bouncing up 
and down my line of vision, cold air pushing its way down my throat as | scream for murder and forward 
movement. Resistance rushes up my arm as it connects with the van doors. It pushes me back. | push right 
into it once more. My boots slip on the slush, scrambling for balance. Someone falls, picks himself up again. Joe 


is throwing his shoulder against the glass, hair whipping about his face. 


It's odd. For a moment, the entire world is reduced to his hair. It lifts and parts and strands come loose and 


whip past his eyes and he has no idea l'm looking. He grunts and bounces back. Comes back for more. 


| grit my teeth and take a few steps away from the von. | build a cry at the back of my throat and chew it 
forward, across my teeth till | can feel it shooting down my back and up my arms. Greg and Anthony and C'el 


are beside me. Joe is beside me. They're looking at me, at the van. 


We're gonna find this so fucking hilarious tomorrow. | know. 

Right then and there, | just want to slam against metal and fucking win. 

The cry rips out of me. It rips out of all of us. It crashes against the back of the van and | feel it rumble 
across my bones. It lifts and | hear this sucking and slapping sound, a metallic groan and the rattle of loose 
equipment and, oh fuck, the wheels are lifting off the ground and | hear Greg above it all, "IT'S WORKING!" 
Snow spits upwards and | feel a void between my shoulder and where the van used to be. | feel curiously 
empty for a few seconds-fuck, it worked? -then something rushes into fill the space. Pride. Fuck, it worked It 
fucking worked. 

| look up. 

Joe's eyes are wide. One arm is rising, pointing, his mouth working over sounds and strangled words. 

"Oh, shit!" 

Greg rushes forward, stopping in an ungainly stumble that's all legs and loose limbs. His hands come to rest 
over his knees. He shakes his head. Beside him, C'el has covered his mouth, rubbing his upper lip as he stares. 
Anthony aborts a laugh. Tries again 

His laughter mingles with mine. 

The van is rolling down a hill, tumbling on its way, wheels bouncing and skidding off snow banks and ruining the 
perfect stillness and | wonder fleetingly what will stop it. If itll ever stop at all. | see it clearly in my head: The 
van sliding along on its way to the highway, like some Punk battering ram. Look out, motherfuckers. Make way. 
Joe comes up to me. 


"We could kick it," | say. "Fucking A, Joe." 


He's looking at me. It takes a while, but he finally smiles. That's right, Joe. Its funny. You can laugh. The van is 
sliding down the hill. He chuckles, breathless laughter and teeth and bright eyes. 


"Yeah. We could kick it" 


We fucking could. 
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